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should get out. The business of the express 
companies and of the post office experiences 
a wonderful increase during the weeks previ- 
ous to Christmas. Everybody seems polite 
and patient and good-natured. Cheerfulness 
abounds. Men forget their discontents and 
complainings, and even grow unconscious of 
the burdens they are carrying, in their eager- 
ness to give pleasure to others. All are hope- 
ful, happy and generous. The poor are re- 
membered.    Everywhere there is kindness. 

It seems as if for a little while the spirit of 
love were universally diffused and every man, 
woman and child had suddenly grown unsel- 
fish and kind—almost Christlike in their ten- 
derness and thoughtfulness. We may say, 
without exaggeration, that for a brief season 
the very love of God is shed abroad among 
men, touching almost every life in some 
way, filling the air with sweet fragrance and 
inspiring in every heart thoughts of gentle 
ministry. This is well; it is very beautiful. 
The only trouble is that it does not last. It 
has its season, all too brief, and then, as 
soon as the Christraastide is past, the old 
life is resumed, with its selfishness, its grasp- 
ing, its discontent, its bitterness, its envies 
and jealousies. 

How much happiness it would add to the 
world if we could only keep the Christmas 
spirit thro all the year! It would put a stop 
to bickerings and strifes which are so un- 
seemly, and which mar the peace of so many 
homes and neighborhoods. It would make 
men more interested in each other and mote 
thoughtful, sympathetic and helpful. It 
would produce patience, the spirit of kind- 
ness, everywhere, and soon would make this 
old earth new. 

Why can we not find some way of keeping 
Christmas among us, in our hearts, all the 
year—prolonging its genial warmth for twelve 
months ? This really is the message of 
Christmas to us. We are called to a more 
loving life. Jesus set a new pattern of love 
for us—we are to love, not as we love our- 
selves, but as he loved us. Religion begins 
in loving God, but it it ends there it is not 
the religion that Christ wants us to have. 
No love of God can exist without inspiring 
love to man. When we find God, we begin 
at once to think of our neighbor. When we 
begin to love Christ, we see Christ in every- 
one we meet. 

The one lesson of life is to learn to love. 
Robert Browning puts these words into the 
mouth of the dying St. John : 

For life, with all it yields of joy or woe, 
And hope and fear—believe the aged friend— 
Is just our chance o' the prize of learning love, 
How love might be, hath been indeed, and is. 

If we can get clearly before our mind the 
truth that the one thing in all our living is 
to learn to love and to be loving, then we 
shall have grasped life's deepest meaning. 
We are not here to make a fortune, to win 
fame, to build houses, to write books, to 
sing songs, or even to preach and save souls 
—we are here to grow into the likeness of 
Christ, and this is simply to love and to be 
loving.    Whatever else we may do, if we do 

not learn to love, we have missed God's will 
for us. 

To this high and holy aim Christmas calls 
every young person. It is not an easy call 
—it means the losing, the dying of self. 
But it is a call to the only life which will 
deeply, really and richly bless the world and 
truly honor Christ. 

Which Is the tireatesU 
Once upon a time two orators, represent- 

ing respectively the pen and the sword, 
strove for the mastery in debate before a 
country audience. 

"I am the mightiest," said the representa- 
tive of the sword, who appeared in the splen- 
did uniform of a general. "I am the great- 
est, for I have gained great battles, conquer- 
ed powerful nations, set up and pulled down 
emperors and kings. All the world applauds 
me to the skies for my heroism, and the 
mightiest tremble at the march of ray armies. 
I am the lord of the world, and none can 
stand before me." 

When he had finished his speech the ora- 
tor representing the pen, modestly attired in 
the habit of an author and holding in his ink 
stained fingers a quill, arose before the audi- 
ence and exclaimed : "I pluck this feather 
from yonder proud eagle," (pointing to the 
champion of war) "and undo all his bloody 
work. I give laws to nations, and I give 
laws even to the sword, which obeys me. I 
make war, and I make peace. I reveal the 
secrets of nature and the marvels of science, 
transforming the face of the earth. I carry 
from heart to heart the messages of love, or 
else the messages of hate, and by ray means 
love and hate between them rule the world. 
The sword is but one of the most vulgar of 
ray servants.    I am the greatest." 

When he had finished an awkward person- 
age was seen to ascend the stage, and amid 
the laughter caused by his uncouth appear- 
ance began thus to address the assembly. 
"As ray appearance indicates, I represent 
the bottle, and I ara the greatest, in this 
world at least. Both sword and pen have 
been my slaves, and are now whenever I see 
fit to summon them. Generals, authors, 
statesmen, princes, the most gifted, the most 
brilliant, the most noble of the sons of men 
have been and are now captives at my char- 
iot wheels. I control elections, and govern 
republics and kingdoms. I turn the world 
inso a wilderness. I pull down character, 
reputation, fortune, and spread desolation 
wherever an Eden can be found, and by the 
millions destroy the bodies and souls of men. 
I am the greatest." 

When he had finished he removed his 
outer disguise, and there stood before the 
horrified audience a hideous being in the as- 
pect of a friend, fresh from the caverns of 
the bottomless pit. 
   _ B. C. M. 

Much need, indeed, had Peter to weep 
bitterly ; and if there are no bitter tears be- 
times in our religious life, it is not because 
we have less of Peter's sin, but little of Pet- 
er's grace.—Professor Drummond. 

'he Christian Life 
Courage, My Soul 

When on thy path to paradise 
Thy feet with thorns are torn, 

When rugged hills before thee rise, 
To hide that longed-for bourne, 

Then think of Him who long ago 
This thorny pathway trod ; 

Thy forerunner in toil and woe, 
Thy Savior and thy God. 

Dread not to bear thy Savior's cross ; 
Like him despise the shame ; 

And counting all beside as dross, 
Find glory in his name. 

For yet a little while, and He 
Who once thy sorrows bore, 

Shall reappear in majesty, 
In glory, and in power. 

Then shall thy sorrow end in joy, 
Thou shalt forget thy pain ; 

His praise shall be thy sweet employ ; 
With him thou then shalt reign. 

Courage, my soul, thy bitter cross 
Shall win for thee a crown ; 

Count all things here but loss and dross, 
And by His side sit down. 

—7he Christian. 
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PRAYER MEETING TOPICS 
PARABLE OF JESUS—THE  TARES 

/   The Parable—Malt. 13 ; 24 30 and 36:43 

a. Concerning the kingdom of heaven, v. 
24. (1) On earth, or in heaven. Luke 17: 
21. 

b. Illustrates the seed rather than soil. 

c. Two kinds of seed. (1) Good seed, 
v. 24. (2) Tares, v. 25. (See "Tares" in 
Bible Helps.) 

d. Two  sowers.    (1)   "A   man,"  v. 
(2)  His enemy, v. 25. 

//    Interpretation. 

a. Sower of good seed, v. 37. 
b. Sower  of  tares.    His  enemy,   v. 

The devil, v. 39. 
c. Good seed, v. 38. (1) If we are seed 

what is expected of us.    Jno. 15 : 8. 
d. Tares, v. 38 (Not only in the world 

but in the church also.) 
e. The field, v. 38. 
f. The harvest, v. 39. (See Revised Ver- 

sion.) 
g. The reapers, v. 39. (Not same as ser- 

vants in v. 28.) 
h. Final disposal of wheat and tares, v. 

3°. 4o 43- 
i. What is the teaching of this parable 

on the matter of excommunicating members? 
J. L. GILLIN. 
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Happiness Through Self-Sacrifice 
Layman Abbott. D. D. 

Jesus Christ calls you to happiness, not 
through self-indulgence, but through self- 
sacrifice. The cross which he bears he bids 
you bear; the suffering he took for love's 
sake he lays on you—or asks you, rather, to 
lay upon yourself. There is higher happi- 
ness than indulgence of self; it is sacrifice of 
self for sake of love. Is there any happi- 
ness in this world of ours like the delicious 
happiness of a mother ? Is there any sorrow 
in this world of ours like the exquisite sorrow 


